PROLOGUE
|OW, luck for us, and a kind hearty pit;
For he, who pleases, never fails of wit:
Honour is yours ;
And you, like kings at city-treats, bestow it;
The writer kneels, and is bid rise a poet. But you are fickle sovereigns, to our sorrow ; You dub to-day, and hang a man to-morrow ; You cry the same sense up, and down again, Just like brass-money once a year in Spain : Take you in the mood, whate'er base metal come, You coin as fast as groats at Birmingham :' Though 'tis no more like sense, in ancient plays, Than Rome's religion like St Peter's days. In short, so swift your judgments turn and wind, You cast our fleetest wits a mile behind. 'Twere well your judgments but in plays did range, But e'en your follies and debauches change With such a whirl, the poets of your age Are tired, and cannot score them on the stage ; Unless each vice in shorthand they indict, Even as notch'da prentices whole sermons write. The heavy Hollanders no vices know, But what they used a hundred years ago ; Like honest plants, where they were stuck, they grow. They cheat, out still from cheating sires they come ; They drink, but they were christened first in mum. Their patrimonial sloth the Spaniards keep, And Philip first taught Philip how to sleep. The French and we still change ; but here's the curse, They change for better, and we change for worse ; They take up our old trade of conquering, And we are taking theirs, to dance and sing : 1 ist ed. and folio "Bromingam."            a /,<?, <( indentured."
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